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scissors, as if tlie delay of an instant might be fatal. The surgeon cut off those long golden locks. Venetia raised her hand to her head, and said, in a low voice, * They are for my father/ Lady Annabel leant upon the surgeon's arm and shook.
Now he led the mother to the window, and spoke in a hushed tone.
< Is it possible that there is anything on your daughter's mind, Lady Annabel ?' he inquired
The agitated mother looked at the inquirer, and then at her daughter; and then for a moment she raised her hand to her eyes; then she replied, in a low but firm voice, 'Yes.'
* Your ladyship must judge whether you wish me to be acquainted with it,' said Mr. Hawkins, calmly.
* My daughter has suddenly become acquainted, sir, with some family incidents of a painful nature, and the knowledge of which I have hitherto spared her.    They are events long past,  and  their  consequences  are  now beyond all control.'
*  She knows, then, the worst ?'
' Without her mind, I cannot answer that question,' said Lady Annabel.
* It is my duty to tell you that Miss Herbert is in imminent danger;  she has every appearance of a fever of a malignant character.    I cannot answer for her life.'
4 0 God!' exclaimed Lady Annabel.
* Yet you must compose yourself, my dear lady.    Her chance of recovery greatly depends upon the vigilance of her attendants.    I shall bleed her again, and place leeches on her temples.     There  is  inflammation  on the  brain. There are other remedies also not less powerful.'   We must not despair; we have no cause to despair until we find these fail.    I shall not leave her again ; and, for your satisfaction, not for my own, I shall call in additional advice, the aid of a physician.'
A messenger accordingly was instantly det;j>atched for